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to the ladies.   He shows them Mary, the flower
of the tree of Jesse, at the  heart of the great
rose windows.    Tearfully, with sighs and prayers,
he calculates the resistance of the walls.    At the
table d'h6te, where monks and pilgrims sit  to-
gether,  his face and hands,  still   grey with  the
dust of the old stones which he has embraced,
bear witness to the faith of the Catholic artisan.
He tells them his  dream:   * That I, a humble
workman, may bring my stone to the building of
the new  sanctuary that will last as long as the
world.*    Then he goes back to Paris and builds
mean houses, tenement houses, with bad mortar
and hollow bricks laid on edge, miserable buildings
that won't last twenty years."

" But," said L6on, c* they are not required to
last twenty years. They are the houses of the
Grandes-ficuries of which I was speaking just now,
and will one day give place to the great basilica
of St. Anthony and its dependencies, a whole
religious city that will spring up in the next
fifteen years. Before fifteen years have elapsed
the good Fathers will own the whole quarter of
Paris that has elected our friend Lacrisse."

Madame de Bonmont rose, taking the Comte
Davant's arm.

"You understand,  I  donst like parting with
my things.   Articles loaned run risks.   It makes